ONE THOUSAND FAMOUS THINGS                 87
His Love Admits No Rival
SHALL I like a hermit dwell
On a rock or in a cell,
Calling home the smallest part
That is missing of my heart,
To bestow it where I may
Meet a rival every day ?
If she undervalue me
What care I how fair she be ?
Were her tresses angel gold,
If a stranger may be bold,
Unrebuked, unafraid,
To convert them to a braid.
And with little more ado
Work them into bracelets too ;
- If the mine be grown so free
What care I how rich it be ?
Sir Walter Raleigh
Put Off Tour Mail, 0 Kings
PUT off, put off your mail, O kings,
And beat your brands to dust I
Your hands must learn a surer grasp,
Your hearts a better trust.
0, bend aback the lance's point,
And break the helmet bar;
A noise is in the morning wind,
But not the note of war.
Upon the grassy mountain paths,
The glittering hosts increase :
They come ! They come 1 How fair their feet!
They come who publish peace.
And victory, fair victory,
Our enemies are ours !
For all the clouds are clasped in light.
And all the earth with flowers.
Aye, still depressed and dim with dew j
But wait a little while,
And with the radiant, deathless rose,
The wilderness shall smile.
And every tender, living thing
Shall feed by streams of rest;
Nor Iambs shall from the flock be lost,
Nor nestling from the nest.
John Emkin